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was suggested, an individual of wealth and 
talent, proposed to call upon the gentlemen of 
the province for their assistance, nobly tendering 
on his own part a munificent donation. This 
proposal should be adopted. The advantages 
are too great to be overlooked. Nor is it to be 
doubted, that a liberal private subscription 
would immediately be raised in furtherance of 
the object, which the state would then feel 
itself more imperatively called on to support. 



A FRENCH AND IRISH AUDIENCE. 

In Paris there are thirteen principal theatres, 
all of which are respectahly attended through- 
out the year. There, when the performance 
commences, aH is hushed, and no individual 
ventures to disturb the rest of the audience. — 
A father can safely carry his family to the 
theatres without fearing any personal remarks, 
or being shocked by the utterance of oaths and 
imprecations. The manager is never obliged 
to appear in the middle of the scene to appease 
the gods, for all seem to have assembled solely 
to enjoy the entertainment. On entering also 
at the pit and galleries, the regulations are de- 
serving of notice and of imitation. The crowd 
ranges itself in a regular line, la queue, as it is 
termed, and waits, with the utmost patience, 
for the order of succession ; so strictly are 
these regulations observed, that many persons 
obtain a livelihood by the following ruse; they 
go at an early hour, frequently at three o'clock, 
and hold their places until others who have 
arrived late, purchase them. Although a con- 
siderable distance may intervene, no difficulty 
attends this transfer, there being no pressure 
from those behind. 

Let us now glance for a moment .at the 
Dubhn theatre. It is scandalous to witness 
the anarchy thafexists there. Few nights pass 
without an uproar. The uppergallery commands 
the house ; and the company, and the respeo 
table portion of the audience, lie completely at 
its mercy. Its inmates delight only in disturb- 
ing the rest ; no character is safe ; they single 
out some person present, and hold him up to 
ridicule, obliging him frequently to retire — 
Indecent language is often used, and ladies na- 
turally absent themselves from such scenes of 
riot, confusion, and depravity. Before we 
proceed farther, let us enquire from some lover 
of the drama, if this picture be exaggerated — 
does it not occur night after night ? If, then, 
such abuses exist, and are tolerated, is it sur- 
prising that the stage should be neglected ? 
Some will say, that it is difficult to reform long 
continued abuses — strike boldly, is the answer. 
Let it -be once known that the rioters will be 
punished, and that any one disturbing the au- 
dience by personalities, or other means, will be 
seized in the act, and punished, and we will 
venture to predict an amelioration. The gal 
lery ruffian will then seek some other field to 
exercise his turbulent spirit, and the box absen- 
tees will probably retiim. We venture to 
affirm that few have more natural taste for the 
drama, than the people of this nation, and yet, 
the capital contains but one theatre, which is 
rarely filled once a fortnight. We are then 
naturally led to investigate the cause of this 
fact ; and though it may depend on more than 
one, we imagine tliat the foregoing is the prin- 
cipal. . In citing the example of the French 
stage, it is hoped it may not be concluded that 
the writer-is one who returns to his country 



enamoured of every thing foreign ; on the con- 
trary, he is passionately attached to his native 
city, and offers these observations solely for its 
interest, inhe theatre be deserted, it is not 
owing to an inefficient company ; for, generally 
speaking, our Dublin managers have performed 
their duty with considerable spirit. A portion 
of the audience have been instrumental in 
damping the public taste, and a reform in that 
quarter is an indispensable preliminary to its 
revivaL 



THE DRAMA. 

Mr, Macready has continued to enact most 
of his favourite characters at our theatre during 
the past week. On Tuesday evening, Henry V. 
was performed, in which he represented the hero 
of Agincourt, whom Shakespeare has depicted 
with such singular felicity. Indeed the whole 
play is replete with the deepest interest, espe- 
cially to those who delight in recalling the re. 
collection of the proudest period of British 
history, reflecting as it does, on the mimic 
scene, the .chivalrous deeds of our ancestors, 
at a time when every bosom, from the king to 
the peasant, glowed with patriotic ardour — 
We have only to say of Mr. Macready, that he 
was " every inch a king," and whether we re- 
gard him as the warlike monarch, at the head 
of his armies, or the ardent lover pleading his 
suit with the Princess Katharine, he is alike 
entitled to all the praise we can accord. 

On Thursday evening, a new Pantomime 
which was produced in London ^vith much 
success, called, " Harlequin and Cock Robin," 
was performed for the first time here. Messrs. 
Paulo, EUar, and Sutton, exerted themselves 
most efficiently, and some of the illusions 
displayed, were very ingeniously contrived — 
The scenery confers infinite credit on the artist, 
Mr. Phillips. We particularly noticed a truly 
sublime view of the ruins of an abbey and 
church-yard by moonlight. A beautiful Diorama 
is likewise introduced, in which are represented, 
views of the most romantic spots in the neigh, 
bourhood of Windsor Castle. Much trouble 
and expense must have been incurred in the 
production of this piece, and we trust the lessee 
may not go unremunerdted. 



MUSIC. 

We were happy to see a highly fashionable 
and numerous assemblage at the Concert given 
by the Messrs. Herrmann, on the 5th instant 
being the second which has taken place since 
their arrival in this city. The selection of 
Music, both vocal and instrumental, consisted, 
as on the former occasion, of the productions 
of foreign Composers, all of which were most 
effectively executed ; whether we consider the 
merits of the Messrs. Herrmann, with refer- 
ence to their combined efforts, or respectively, 
they are equally -entitled to our warmest en- 
comiums. We apply those remarks,, however, 
more particularly to their instrumental perfor- 
mances, in which they embody a style at once 
pure and chaste, with execution of the most 
finished order. 

The Concert commenced with an instrumen- 
tal quartette, by Mozart, which was not the 
most effective that might have been chosen 
from the works of that sublime composer, it 
was, however, succeeded by a solo of Sphor's, 
for the violin, which was performed by Mr. 
Zeugheer Herrmann, who was.truly felicitous 



in giving effect to the superior elegance and re- 
fined taste which every where breathes through 
the composition of this eminent master; indeed 
we should be inclined to imagine, from tlie pe- 
culiarity of Mr. Hcmnann's style, particularly 
in Cantahile passages, which he executes with 
exquisite delicacy and the most perfect intona- 
tion, that if not actually a pupil of Sphor's, his 
studies have been chiefly directed to the works 
of that talented individual. We also admired 
a beautiful Fantasia from the Preciosa of 
Weber, for the violin and VioUncello, by Messrs. 
Z. and L. Herrmann, in which two voices 
occasionally joined. We, however, thought 
the effect of the latter deteriorated by the too" 
powerful predominance of the instrument. 

A comic vocal quartette by Haydn, called 
the Cats Fugue ! was next introduced, with a 
novel and fantastic effect, in which the per- 
formers exhibited such feline characteristics, as 
would lead us to believe they had studied in 
our dormitor)', where the children of Grimalkin, 
almost nightly favor us with a strain differing 
only by the absence of any system of harmony, 
IVom that given by the Messrs. Herrmann — 
The principal feature in the second act of the 
Concert was a solo on the VioUncello by Mr. 
L. Herrmann, which was applauded Una Voce ; 
the air was the production of Carraffa, with 
variations by Merk, of a character well calcu- 
lated to try the capabilities of the best per- 
former, and it is not too much to say of Mr. 
Herrmann that he acquitted himself in a man- 
ner fully deserving the approbation with which 
his efforts were rewarded — his tone is remark- 
able for its volume and richness, and he exe- 
cutes the most difficult passages with a masterly 
hand. We particularly admired his taste "^n 
the performance of those parts where sostenuto 
is required, and in the finale of the piece he 
infused a vigour and powerful modification of 
tone which is always the offspring of intense 
feeling Lutzov's Wild Chase closed the en- 
tertainment of the evening, which was the 
most delightful we have spent in a Concert- 
room for some time. 



HIBERNIANA._No L 



The circumstance of Tliomas the 6th, Earl 
of Desmond, havinpr, by his nifirriage with a 
person of inferior station, excited the hatred 
of his family and followers, by whom he was 
stripped of his title and estates, has already been 
made the subject of a be.iutitul love-song, by 
our great lyrist, Moore. The following Aerses, 
of a different character, as well as inferior 
merit, were suggested by the same circum- 
stance,* coupled \i'ith the subsequent misfor- 
tunes and ultimate ruin of that noble branch 
of the Geraldines, who, not content with being 
the wealthiest subjects of the British crown, 
engaged in ambitious struggles with the power 
that aggrandized them, which ended not only 
in the loss of their title and immense posses- 
sions, but in the very extinction of their i-ace. 

The name of the lady with whom , this 
unhappy union was formed, was QaJ^irine 
MacCormac; and it should, ^hajK^lwSagiiiii 
stated in this place, that sl»e <Sw;S8^^TJ6^^ 
tunate elevation to tlie ,<accide^|ip^^t^^ 
having been obliged to biefpt'o?;^'*"* 
hospitality, when bed^lted' aft^r^ 

* It is, however, but just% t^th»i**it^o mAitioA 
that these lines wer<. penneiWoiig before ffh^v^t'a 
song on the subject appearfd.t-lLDSff' 
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party among tbo moniit^ns of Tralee. The, 
Earl (lied in exile at Rouen, in Normandy, and 
his body was interred in a Convent of Friars 
preachers in Paris, where his funeral, it is said, 
had the honour of being attended by the king 
of England. 

THE CURSE OF DESMOND. 

•^Thot I've loved tliee, my Kathleen, how well may 1 

** boast, 
** Forthatlove,ah<wne,rountry Bndiriends,Ihavelosti 
•* 1 have lost forthat love, a proud Ewrl's domain — 
** But oh I thus I'd toso all— again, and :igainl 

"Thati'irsnifer'djlcarenot — thouknow'stthattome, 
•• No grief wonld be bitter, save parting' with thee ; 
** But yet for the wrongs that our sons will sustain, 
** A deep deadly curse on my foes sliall remam. 

*< May the pride that has blasted us, still be their own, 
•* Mwtothwn hiiU'<hvhiIi' liviiifr—imwept for wbengoue- 
* May the glory tiiey rx>Vf t, lie but as a Urf-Bth— 
♦• And their ralonr but load tliera to ruin aiid deathl" 

Thus spoke Desmond'-^ Earl— and sad was the day 
When ne died— froio tht> trropu i~ile he loved fur away 
On his kindred lay hpavy th*^ rursc tlint he gave. 
Till the last of the Geraldiues sunk in the gravo i 

P. 



bauds of the different regiments played the well I 
knownjacobite tune, of ** the king shall have hisl 
own again," while the people rent the air with! 
shouts of God save the King, long live King 
James. 

M. B. 



ORIGINAL POETRY. 



ENTRY OF JAMES 11. INTO DUBLIN. 
It was on the 24th day of March, 1689, that 
James Stuart, the seventh of that ill-fated 
name who held the sceptre of Scotland, and 
tlie second who ruled England and Ireland, 
made his triumphiU entry into the ancient city 
of Dublin. 

Ireland had not seen a king of England on 
her shores since the days of John, and tlie one 
who now appeared, came, not on a visit of 
state, or merely to receive the homage due to 
his dignity, but to contest in arms, with his 
rival, this the only part of his dominions 
w>-ch had adhered to him. For though the 
valour of the viscount of Dundee, the enthusi- 
asm of such Highland clans as followed him to 
the tield, and some troops dbipatched by Tyr- 
couuel from Ireland, sewed to make a consl 
deraUe diversion in favour of James, still it 
was evident that the majority of the people of 
Scotland were favourable to the revolution. 

Every effort had been made by the leaders 
of the Jacobite party, now the ruling one in 
Ireland, to give an imposing air to the en- 
trance of their unhappy sovereign, into the 
only capital, which still hailed him as her king. 
Tiic entire of the way leading from the place 
whore exiled Royalty first came within the 
city, to the castle, was lined with soldiers ; the 
streets themselves were newly sanded for the 
o< casion ; the balconies of the citizens were 
htnjg with tapestry and cloth of arras, and 
filled with all the loveliness and grace of 
a town, which, for female beauty, in compa- 
rison to its extent, has always, stood unrivalled, 
in a carriage preceding the king, bearing the 
sword of state, sat Ricliard Talbot, Earl of 
Tvrcounel ; James himself,^ mounted on a 
gallant charger, wearing the decorations of the 
giirtcr, with the Earl of Granard, and Lord 
Powis on his right, and the Duke of Berwick, 
and Lord ]Melfort on hts left, advanced amid 
the plaudits of the multitude. 

On approaching that part of the town, called, 
then, as it is now, the Liberty, a silken canopy 
was erected over the way, and here by far tlie 
most interesting pvA'l of the pageant appeared. 
Forty young and beautirul maidens, selected 
from ths different convents in Dublin, clad in 
white silk, and bearing biiskets filled with 
flowers in their hanils, joined the procession ; 
and walking immediately before His Majesty, 
strewed the contents of tlurir baskets on his 
path, the rest of the way to the castle. The 



THE DEITY, 

* Thy way is in the sea, and thy paths in the great 

water!*, and thy footsteps are not IcnowD." 
■* Why hidest thou thy face from me V~P«alms. 

Tell me, ye seas that boundless roll. 

Ye ocean caves profound: 
Hold ye creation's mighty soul, 
A captive, prison-bouiid? 
Are vo the dread abode 
Of Him, tlM present God ? 

HonrBe mormured ocean's heaving breast, 

** He dwells not in our rrystal caves — 

He walks not on our pnthless waves : 

For Him they flow, for Him they rest: 

His they are, and are to bf. 

Till Time o'lixtake Kteruity!** 

Tell me, thou fiercely rushing wind. 

Ye chmdy halls on high ; 
Hold ye (xeation's sovereign mind, 
A Ciiptive ia the sky ? 

Sita He in ywur" dark ahwle. 
The thuuder-crownf^d God. 

Ix»ud spake the voices of the storm — 
" Nohctme hath here efcatiou's King! 
He ndea tlie wind on fiery wing 
The thunders flfe Hi.^ dread rijfht arm: 

yur Him thoy sjn'iik — for Hira ere still ; 
They own and work the Ui>dhefld'8 willl" 

Answer me, thou, Hfe-teeming Earth, 

And ye bright worlds above ; 
Who sang o-eation's dawning birth — 
Hold ye the Ixird of ligbt rikI love : 
And are your fa\[n>iu(( rays. 
His glory's shadowed blaze? 

Fortii shouted Earth, forth sang each star, 
*' Not here ttie great Ji'liovah's throne- 
Not Jiere oHdes the Mighty One! 
We sing liis praise from pole to pole. 
But hold not here creation's aoul.'* 

Mpterio'.ia Power! uiM-onftnod 
By earth or heaven's decree: 
Ah! how may mortals, fniil and blind, 
Uplilt their hope to thee ? 

Thick darkness robes thee r«mnd. 
Where may'st thou. Lord, be found? 

Tlien answered Ho the unseen mind — 

**<fO, mortal! soan infinitude. 
Or grasp the sun-neams Miixbig flood ; 
Go! «tay the seas, or chain the ivind, 

Tliey own they work their Maker's will : 
liepent, adore, and be thou still!" 

K. S. R. 



LIFE LIKENESSES. 

I stooil and eyed a rushing stream 
Speeding, like smne uneertiiiu dream, 

A\v:iy, we knftw n<tt where; 
I mark'd gny fnam-bells start in pride. 
And glittering aeross it glide — 

Light things of faithiess air I 
A breath play'd o'er the streamlet's face. 
They perish'd ia their whirling race. 

Deei» in a sliaded mossy dell 

A fonutain rnge with gentle swell, 

IViinslurciit and perone; 
Silent o'er its tranquiliity 
I bent— a fare smiled hack on me. 

Where care had seldom been ; 
Peace sroootlied its youtlifnl brow, its eye 
Beamed meekly witii untroubled joy. 

I thought on my own days f»f youth. 
When mine were innoccui'e and truth. 

And holies around me smiled ; 
I sighed — the foimtain-mirror shook. 
And changed was that bright vision's look, 

Its features writhed and wild ; 
By turns grief, misery, despair, 
I>ark*ning like autumn-clouds, were there. 

I ?tood upon the occjtn's shore, 
Waveless it laj^— hnsh'd wa-* its roar^ 

As some fiiir child may bo. 
When tht^ fnint feeling of a dream 
Spreads o'er its cheek a smiling gleam — 

So slept that silent sea : 
Tlie wtorm-voice on its sluinijers broke. 
The wild, the terrible, awoke. 



'Twaa midnight ; on the deep bine sky 
1 gazed — BO cloud-sperk met mine eye 

Veiling the feeblest s-ttir ; 
Queen-like, amid her radiant train, 
Tlie bright monn o'er her wide domain 

Was jou)-neyiug afar : 
But tempest gloora tame rollinw- forth. 
Black, bursting from the turbid North. 

And such is Life's strange fitful dream— 
A foam-ben on a rushing stn^au*, 

A fountain's placid form ; 
The calm smile of the tr-ach'roua sea, 
TTie night-heaven's still wdemnity 

Ere wakes the mnddening storm : 
Hope's meteor lures, bnrfts, leaves our path. 
Beset with fears, and w^oes, and death ! 

W. H. HETHERINGTON. 



THE LAUREL WREATH. 

Let wayward lovers fret and pine. 

And brittle vows of fooditess nreatha ; 

A nobler, purer love U mine — 

I languish for a laurel wri'ath. 

When youth and strength have pass*d away. 

And ruetH the sword within its sheath, 

Tis soothing to recal the day 

lliat crown'd us with a laurel wreath. 

Loi^ have I sought, by fiood and field, 
A chnulet for tliis star-sejim'd brow ; 
I t<dl m vain — my dnitt>d shield 
And wounds are all my trophhrS now : 
Yet when I fHll, write o'er my grave, 
A Koman noble rest^ heitenth ; 
His life was spent amidst the brave — 
He lost it for-— a laurel wreath ! 



THE LATTICE. 

I loved to pass the lattice where, _ 

There rose young voices on the air; 

And three fair sisters wont to be, 

Whose glad light laugh, and minstrelsy,— 

And playful smiles, and briiided hair — 

Told of young hearts uiitoucb«d by care. 

Therewas one with brow as purely pjde. 

As the lily flower, which loves the vale ; 

But is sought and culled, when the radiant rose. 

In its far seen bower unheeded shows: 

Her's ^vas a calm, and quiet smile, 

Behtting maid of western isle. 

Rosalia's was the cheek of rose. 

The eye that Hashes, lip that gluirs — 

The brigbt and beaming witchery 

Whifi'i oiiceseen, haunts the memory. 

The yoiuigest had a dove-hke face. 

For which earth seemed no resting place. 

Thrv lov'd to gnze on the glad blue sky. 

To list to the wild w^otni melndy. 

Oh ! 'tis when viewed through the crystitl springs^ 

Of young, untam'd, iraagiDings; 

And only then earth wears the hue, 

It wore when the first pair roam'd it through : 

As thus tltey viewed, tneir day rolled on. 

Some new blies shining o'er every one. 

* * * • 
How quickly in a southern clime, 
Tlu* hours will glide unmarked by time : 
Lovely the sound of the soft guitar. 
In the orange groves of the climes afar; 
But the land 1 left — its bowers shiuled 
Forma whieh ne'er from memory faded. 
And when again I h»iled that land. 
My first thought was of their smiles so bland: 
1 could not rest for the three so fair — ^ 

And they soon were ponght, and found — but wherf • 
There wjip an aged and bri)ad oak tree. 
They ha.d playecl around in infancy ; 
Nmn its foliage waved o'<»r a place of death — 
Tavo sisters calmly sl<>pt beneath ; 
And one, was laid in a marble tomb. 
Afar from those who had watch'd her bloom. 
''J"is true 1 once had heard the tale. 
Of how young Marian's cheek grew pale. 
From the hour her lover left the shore. 
The dark )M>rtli-(K:i':iii to explore— 
Of how her l>odinfjs were not vain — 
He never reached that sliore again. 
But she looked so calm, when it passed awhile. 
Reflecting each fond sister's pmile 
So blandly — ^that, I could not trow 
The canker- wonn was at work below, 
Rosalia wept, her tears were drted^ 
By a stately youth who bore his bride 
Far from the scenes that would reridi 
The lost loved one, to his own fair hall ; 
And she was fondly cherished there — 
A fmry form, worshinped whore'*'r 
Her footsteps strayed, for the dazzling glow 
Of her wit, and her mirth's wild joyous floWi 
]iut she ti)0 past*ed — the lufty tomb 
Ittvords the fate of her bright I>lo(i:a : 
The m<pm to her arms her flrst-born gave — 
The night, saw her robed for the silent grave. 
And she the la«t youne loqely one. 
Oh! how they watched her every tone 
And look, when first 'twas feared d*^cay 
WitS aiming at so fiur a prey. 



